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But gkd Desire, his late-embosom*d guest,
Yet but a babe, -with milk of sight he nurst:
Desire, the more he sucks, more sought the breast,
Like dropsy-folk still drink to be athirst.
Till one fair even, an hour ere sun did rest,
Who then in lion's cave did enter first,
By neighbours pray'd she went abroad thereby,
At barly-brake her sweet swift foot to try.

Never the Earth on his round shoulders bare
A maid train'd up from high or low degree
That in her doings better could compare
Mirth with respect, few words with courtesy,
A careless comeliness with comely care,
Self-guard with mildness, sport with majesty:
Which made her yield to deck this shepherd's band,
And still, believe me, Strephon was at hand.

Afield they go, where many lookers be,
And thou seek-sorrow Klaius them among:
Indeed thou saidst it was thy friend to see,
Strephon, whose absence seem*d unto thee long;
While most with her he less did keep with thee.
No, no, It was in spite of wisdom's song
Which absence wish'd: Love play'd a victor's part:
The heaven-love lodestone drew thy iron heart.

Then couples three be straight allotted there;
They of both ends, the middle two do fly;
The two that in mid place, Hell, called were
Must strive with waiting foot and watching eye
To catch of them, and them to Hell to bear,
That they, as well as they, Hell may supply:
Like some which seek to salve their blotted name
With others' blot, till all do taste of shame.

There may you see, soon as the middle two
Do coupled towards either couple make,
They false and fearful do their hands undo,
Brother his brother, friend doth friend forsake.
Heeding himself, cares not how fellow do,
But of a stranger mutual help doth take,
As perjured cowards in adversity
With sight of fear from friends to fremd do fly.